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Dedication 


To Al-Baha 


And its Wonderful Poets. 
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Introduction 


Poetry is not a new phenomenon in Al-Baha. This region is 
a part of the Arab world which knew poetry thousands of years 
ago. So, Al-Baha poetry reflects this ancient heritage and its 
development and variety. At the same time, it reveals some sort 
of individuality that arises from the unique nature and character 
of Al-Baha region. 

There are so many poets in Al-Baha whose works vary 
in content and form: traditional and modernist, standard 
and colloquial Arabic... etc. So, we set some standards and 
guidelines so that the project may reflect the present poetic 
scene in Al-Baha in its variety and richness. These standards 
are: 

1. The project is confined to Al-Baha poets: those who live 
in Al-Baha and participate in its cultural events, those 
who were born in Al-Baha and lived there for some time, 
and those who belong and are related to Al-Baha as is 
reflected in their works. In this, we were guided by the 
poets’ biographies and the advice of Al-Baha Literary 
Club. 

2. The book is not inclusive of all poets in Al-Baha. Such a 
task needs many volumes. Rather, it includes samples that 
reflect the present scene. 
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3. Conventional poetry was avoided in an attempt to give 
more room for innovative modernist poetry. This, we 
thought, is what the Western reader seeks. 

4. Colloquial poetry was avoided not because of a value 
judgment, but for practical purposes of concentration. 

5. We were careful to include women poets as well as promis¬ 
ing beginners, not only well-known poets. 

6. We were careful to keep the original shape of the Arabic 
poems as we realize that spacing and other printing devices 
play some part in the content of the poem. The original 
shape of poems was imitated in the English translation. 

7. Poets are arranged alphabetically by their Arabic names. 

Dr. Ahmed Ahmed Gad El-Rab 
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. 1965 ^lp 4 j>-LJ1j o^j jjfc Aj ji ^3 *\Jj # 

.2008 ^Ip oJj>cj ^jJaJI-Lp cLLLoJl a^»L>- ^ja ^Lp • 

.2013 o a^coL>- ^ja ^LJl ^3 ^)_p J-4> ® 

. o^ aLaJLj Aj.SojLa^JI ^3 L-^La^L o ^Jwo«P ® 
. <Lo0*>U~JlJ ^k>x^a ]I ^jA ^Jp ^3 ^Jw$P ® 
. ^^Ap^/lj Aili&Jl jijj ^3 1jL*Is1*wj LJL>- ® 

A»JjjJl k_ jIiSsJI ^j^j\^a ^ja Jl ^3 ^^\pVI SjIjj • 
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! Aj^ scJlJ! ^JlP aJ j® 

. 1998 (glidl *lo) _ 
.2003 (^L) _ 

.2009 (*UI ^>JV) - 

. 2000 (|*_L>- Si ^> 1 ) d)i ^IjIiS* jJlv^ i L^S" _ 
J?j» . jaJI JjigjJl ^3 ^*^\p^Mj A^wjL^-JI Aja.LwM.11)) <l)i y*^ v—>1^5* aJj _ 

. 2015 . cjj j*j . a_o j-*Ji SJj>- jJi oL-lj^ 
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Ahmed Qerran Al-Zahrani 



• Born in Abu Huraira, a village in Al-Baha, in 1965. 

• Graduated in King Abdul Aziz University 2008. 

• Received his PhD in Political Media from Cairo University in 
2013. 

• Worked as a diplomat in KSA embassy in Cairo. 

• Worked for many newspapers in KSA. 

• Presently an advisor for the Minister of Culture. 

• Represented KSA in many book fairs and poetry festivals in 
Muscat, Tunisia, Egypt, Syria, and Jordan. 

• Published three poetry volumes: 

- Snow Blood. 1998. 

- Blankness. 2003. 

- Do Not Wound Water. 2009. 

• Published a prose book entitled (A Woman from a Dream). 2000. 
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Seasons 


Genesis Season 

Mud sperm betakes itself to water’s womb 

With or without harm 

So, an adulterous text grows with the tender 

body 

And poems attain full strength. 

Winter Season 

Dust., is a drought paralleling our dreams 

Sparrows depart thirsty 

To the death yard 

No colour arrays the roses 

Water takes the shape of emigrating mirage 

.. And the wind recedes 

Recedes to draw now the figure of the poem 
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Spring Season 

She has no partner.. 

And it is not for her mirror to reflect anyone 
else.. 

Alone she dwells clouds 

She said: in you I have no partner 

I am the sole associate of the poems 

»!» 

'!* 


Summer Season 

Wheat spikes are my face and the colour of 
my blood 

So, withdraw, well pleased, with me to grow 
wheat in my desire 

Withdraw with me to the extreme of insanity 
Where no unrestrained should steal a 
hearing 

Nor a partner in the poems. 
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Autumn Season 

The branch falls down from the cypress like 
seduction 

As the last fig leaf drops from her bosom 
now.. 

So that we may write down the birth and 
death of poems. 

Birth Season 

Since I reached to pick the love apple in her 
breasts 

Seductions gripped me 

Since I was in the cradle 

Till I got old enough to commit poems. 


Death Season 

It happens at the end that the death 
moment burns the desired body 
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It happens that you become a sole partner 
with death 

It happens that you are not a sole partner 
with me 

In the details of some poems. 

Concluding Season 

This is my final say 

We are not two partners in everything 

But a state.. 

Like all poems 
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From «A Body» 

As a cloud comes on the shadow of wind 
She comes on the body of the poem 
Charmed by quotations from superstition 
books 

Maybe a female lending her whim to the sun 
Unveiled she combs her hair with light 
Gives her bosom to the sea 
So that lovers may land in its harbors 
Dances heedless of those who chew her 
In a street still crossed by barefooted 
drudges 

Who remember nothing of it but the 
pavement before the local bakery 
They do not know who gave names to the 
streets 
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Not their business 

Their sole concern is morning bread 

And a cup of tea 

With mint or not 

I do not know 

It is all about a female crossing the poem 
now. 
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Asmaa Al-Zahrani 


• Asmaa Saleh Hasan Al-Zahrani. 

• Born in Jeddah in 1973. 

• Received an MA in literary criticism from King Abdul Aziz 
University in 2004. 

• Published some poetry volumes: 

- Defeats, 2005. 

- Night’s Verse. In press. 

• Published a book entitled «Debates of Yamama: Readings in the 
Creative Narrative Scene in KSA» 2010. 

• Published some research papers on narration. 

• Participated in many conferences and poetry readings. 

• Published in Al-Watan, Okaz, and Makka newspapers. 
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Once Upon an Illusion’s Innocence 


Before you, I knew nobody but you 
I cling to the outskirts of your nights 
whenever the dawn subdues my waist 
Toward you, I urge on the wilderness of life 
And fill the lantern of the withering dream 
from the memory of grandmothers’ stories 

Once or not upon a time 

In the old songs that 

Were buried alive in the wrinkled face of 

time 

She was born in a moment of griefs 
innocence 

A dying cloud was said to have poured her 
on the chest of our threshing floor 
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In a moment of griefs innocence 
The threshing floor hid her in the eyes of 
wheat spikes 

In the mumbles of early dawn’s breeze 

Once Upon merriment, the boys saw her 
Swinging in a dress much more shining than 
delight face 

The eldest made a bit that he would loot her 

without war 

He gave her a rainbow 

So, she slipped into the no-return path 

A grain fell from her hand into the threshing 

floor 

Before you, she did not know but illusion 
With which she shared warmth in the nights 
of diaspora 
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In return, illusion gave her a bite of the life loaf 
And they shared sleepless nights 

Once or not upon a time 

In the old songs that burnt in the flare of 

weariness 

She, in a moment of illusion’s innocence, 

Saw a dying cloud 

Made ropes from long years’ astonishment 
Traveled long 

Wheat scattered out of her hair 

Scattered out of sight 

Our threshing floor rejoiced 

And prepared for the birth of a new secret 

And a grain of wheat 


More shining than the face of morning. 
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The Smell of Innocence 


(l) 

And how can I sleep? 

When a flock of pigeons at the door 

The wind skirmishing with them 

Stealing away the whites of the squabs’ eyes 

So wings flap at the door 

Wings with purple dreams 

Whose path is a hostage of the wind’s whims 


When I hear the bewailing of bereaved 
mothers 

It makes me long 

For my supernatural heroes 

Whose features I gathered from the details 

of an old fear 
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That was passed down to me 

And I hid in a remote place in my age 

In a packet of my childhood years 

That I threw away into the waves of legends 

So that I may forget its shape. 


Yet the wind brought it back 

The waves deliver it from one day to another 

Till in its grief, stumbled.a handful of 

squabs 

A smell of innocence lures them out of the 
flock 

Inspires them with the passion for questions 
So, wings flap at the door 
Wings whose innocence handed them to the 
wind’s whims 
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( 2 ) 

Again we are strangers 
Again the fog covers our letters 
And the mirrors are blackness 

Again we are strangers 

Again the void chases us 

Again despair trims the limbs of daytime 

Cold slaps our faces 

Cold ploughs us 

Rumbles of lines beat us 

Lines complaining with their halves 

With their protuberances 

With what the night robbed them of... 

At the end of the path skirmish a comma(,) 
A full stop (.) 


47 


L-Jjjjl 'JJ 


, . JCS' 

J 

^fc£>-lj JIp jA C-3 yA 


(3) 

^»LJl bJaloj $\j 

> ~- 

Aj L5CJI Lwwvws^>o 
cjL& jill LpjJJ 
(JjjfeJJl jU 


b^-ljjl yU«j 


l^il 

hi y>~\ ( ~- J iJU»- 

ojl^oJl 


48 


At the end of the path 

Where the distance is filled with salt 

A promise of an end will make them happy. 

( 3 ) 

When boredom rides us 

When depression sips us 

Nonsense crosses us 

We swim against the current of this 

astonishment 

That spreads in our souls 

We unsheathe our pens 

Gather behind the barricades of our letters 

Exchange cups of bitterness 
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Throw our names away 

Despair tosses us with its arms 

Ink trees grow on the kohl of our eyelashes 

Scribe us on the boredom board. 

Writing bequeathed us 
What did writing bequeath us? 

It bequeathed us a map for weeping 
A guillotine for ambitions 
A sorting machine for aches 
Writing bequeathed us the passion to 
commit speaking... 
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Hassan Al-Zahrani 



• Hasan Mohamad Hasan Al-Zahrani. 

• Born in Al-Qasamah, a village in Al-Baha. 

• Chairman of Al-Baha Literary Club. 

• His poems were published in local and Arabic newspapers. 

• Published many poetry books: 

- You Are Love. 1408 H . 

- Flood of Feelings. 1412 H . 

- Echoes of Heartaches. 1417 H . 

- A Feather from the Wing of Humility. 1421 H . 

- A Kiss on the Forehead of our Qiblah. 1423 H . 

- Compliance. 1425 H . 

- Fruits of the Heart. 1427 H . 

- Clouds Aches. 1427 H . 

- Tell Me the Rest. 1434 H . 

• His Book "Flood of Feelings" won Abha Literary Prize in 1412 H . 

• Won Bashrahil Award for poetry in 2010. 
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Carols in the Procession 


from the Dead Sea to Chicago 


On the flag of the ears, a woman’s voice. 
Singing of (the Jinn and Solomon’s staff). 
This morning 

Dismounted from his light and turned back 
Seeing in the horizon... 

Some dust 
A raven is walking 
With Cain behind 
Carrying the stiff 
The vigor of sadness 
Had stricken 

His cold carnage... 

A sea died on the face of 
The globe 
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Who 


Resurrected it? 

Who convulsed the universe 

And the live coal of sin crowded in 
His cheeks? 

And (Chicago) cloned from our carols 
(The rock and the roll) 

Whoever - then- 

Taught (the roebuck and the lark) 
To sell the forenoon sun 
To those who hurry in dark oppression 
Seeking the (tomb)? 

I was just like Senimmar 

But I did not unclose all details 
I hid some chapters 
In the sole of the inkwell. 
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Don’t ask me about the secret 
O owner of (the crypt) 

Ask your abusing hand... 
Don’t ask me. For my eyes see 
In the labyrinths of this 
Invisible submission 

Your gasping soul 
Don’t ask me. For you 
In a foolish moment 
Turned your eyes off 
To turn on betrayal 
In your third eye 
Your sins, in every span 

Of the pretext, abide like a stone 
Swinging between wishes. 
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You stand on the eyelash of foolishness 
Which roots soberness out of its 


ceiling 

Lowered yourself from the 
manhole of ignorance 

On a thread together 
with the woman who 
unraveled her yarn... 

«|« \i» 

'!? 'i' 


61 



JL£L> 


L^ 

. . . f Ip 

l/j'j 

. . . ^MlaJl ^ 
<Jjs (J JiP O jJlXS 

. . «jJLUI» pj 
. . . jliU 


••■f yi r 

lL- 1 ^ 

i_j|jXil 4?-j Cl~>2> 


62 



Spite 


The wretched man 
Thirty years my elder 
Came to me 
Creeping in dark 
On his shadow I recited 
Surah Annas 
Then, Surah Alfalaq 
So, he split 
Into two 

Boiling on the knoll of defeat 
Then he knitted 
And retreated 
Dim and confused 
Underneath the earth. 
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Responses 


To the morning 
That hugged me in your eyelids 
I caused the river of rhymes to gush 
And flow in the plains of daisies. 

To the clouds that 

Came to drink the tears of my ecstasy 
And the dews of shyness on your cheeks, 
I saddled the longing of winds. 


To the light that 

Ordered the sun to be a forehead 
Glowing in rejoice. 
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I answered my heart which 
Wondered at the darkness of the night: 
Where did this morning rise from? 


To the night that 
Embraced my soul in divulgence 
I released long nights in the eyes of 
Shahrzad, 

So that she may go on embroidering 
Allowable speech in the ears of (Shahryar). 


To the cups that 

Were thirst in drunkenness to your lips, 

I hung my patience on the forehead of the 
thirst land 

That reining whims may not argue with him. 

' 1 ' '!* 
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Thus 

I was mere responses of a soul 

To that by which you amaze the heart of 

poetry 

- O sweet charm! - 

Till your desired love became 

A cure for all wounds. 
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Khaled Al-Ghamdi 



• Khaled Abdullah Gama’an Al-Ghamdi. 

• Born in Al-Baha in 1396 H . 

• License of Arabic in 1418 H . 

• Works as a teacher of Arabic. 

• Lives in Taif. 

• A member of Taif Literary Club. 

• Participated in many poetry readings and cultural events. 

• Published three poetry volumes: 

- Bitter Oxygen, 2011. 

- Upon my Inhale She Passes, 2013. 

- The Strangers: A Thought of Hope. In press. 
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Getting Lost Again 


I came for a visit.. 

Why then do I stray 

With no evidence of the path? 

Do I still have a hope 
As I roam 
The labyrinth 
As the wayfarer 

As an eagle flew the deserts and got lost 
While searching for.. 

An impossible wish 

Why do I revisit a fate I gave up 

Where I am referred... 

To those who refer me to others? 
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You are not welcome... 

Why did you come? 

You came to a murderer.. 
Who never forgives 
My life got lost here... 

Twice 

The fire died.. 

And the wick faded 
So, do not ask me to succeed 
My real success is 
To depart. 
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Saleh Sai’id Al-Zahrani 



• Born in Al-Baha in 1381 H . 

• Professor of Literary Criticism in Umm Al-Qura University. 

• Issued many studies in criticism and Arabic literature. 

• A member of many literary clubs in KSA. 

• His poems were published in several Arabic periodicals. 

• Published many poetry volumes: 

- Chapters in the Biography of Ashes, 1419 H . 

- The Guard of Common Graze, 1419 H . 

-You Will Recall What I Say, 1420 H . 

- A Mute Fated to Give Voice 1434 H . 

- A Page from the Book of Revelation, 1434 H . 

- Letters Have Got Wings, 1434 H . 

- The Last Tune on the Singer’s Lips, 1434 H . 

- Saffron Gardens, 1434 H 
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A Mute Fated to Give Voice 


In a teenage village, 

Sleeping on the dew, 

I was born. In my blood. 

The innocence of fields 
The shiver of seasons 
In my mouth, 

The spoons of clouds. 

In an enamored village 
Sleeping on pining 
I was born with a lust for speech. 

I asked my father why my tribe adores 
poetry 

How the men take leave of their senses 
In the presence of Beauty 
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My father used to answer, not to answer, 
but to weave a ballad: 

(The tale of the fox with the grand 
wolf is well-known 
The fox said: take these dates, and 
there are bananas for you in the cave. 
The wolf stepped into the cave. Soon 
the fox built a wall on the cave’s 
opening. 

The fox tricked the wolf as Joha did 
Abu Nawaas to rob him of his money 
Joha said: I have a curious farm 
Where I grow thousands of sheep 
horns 

Every day I sell 500 good sheep 
Abu Nawaas believed him, and used 
to keep watch on dead horns.) 
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In my village, 

Only the elders can speak. 

With a group my father used to favour 
I joined the heated argument. 

Leaning, I told them that. 

But my father told me to be decent. 

Then the twisted road took me to the 
’venerable’ teacher. 

He asked: who can describe the train? 
"The train?" I wondered. 

He said: the train. 

I said: a distance, a wish, a lighthouse. 
And a leased driver. 

A flying passenger, a nation that slipped, 
and another that lost way. 
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He said: Idiot. 

I said: But... Teacher.... 

He repeated: idiot, don’t you know that 
silence is gold. 

I considered revelation to life 
But they said: attention 
A suspect 
Indicted 

I said: O opressors! 

Prayer has just started. 

Hurry up to kneel and pray. 

"Kneel and subdue?" they asked. 
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Life went on 

They normalized, relished normalization 
Obsequiously bowed heads, 

Declared normalization, 

And inaugurated peace. 

I grew up in chains, 

A question on my lips, 

A question in my blood 
Impossible to answer. 

And here I am, 

A born mute 
Fated to give voice. 
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My Beloved Ones 


When the directions got perpendicular on 
me and the space closed on my openness 
I traveled in the blaze of midday turning my 
desert on my poetry 
Weaving my rhyme out of sand threads 
To wheat spikes I pour the music of my 
waterwheel and wind 

I portrayed my beloved ones as dignity palm 
trees to which I resort when times are hard 
Or when my morning’s eyes dim. 

They were all my sad terrain. 

With the water of their cloud I form the clay 
of my pains 

And swim in my wounds. 

They were my lanterns by which I subdue 
my night. 
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My hopes, my horses on whose backs my 
sword bleeds. 

They were... and I was... May evaders find 
no peace, 

And may I not cease singing 
Nor bolt in my rein. 

But, when times turned, I didn’t find those 

I carried on my back for centuries 

And in my back I found my own spears. 

By the colour of the blood and the taste of 

the wound I realized 

That my kin had betrayed me 

And my beloved ones broke my wings. 
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Extracts from Jacob’s Sons Biography 


(1) 

My father was experienced 
He learned ideas and poems from the 
seasons of pomegranate and grain 
In a drowsy village in the south. 

( 2 ) 

My father used to nestle us in his heart and 
hide our mischiefs. 

He- and we were brothers stricken by 
dispute - 

Used to hit us, kick us out of our room. 
And we never repented. 
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( 3 ) 

My uncle was iniquitous 

During harvest season he carries hope 

He carries basil and honey. 

So, grieves start. 

He buys them and never comes back. 

( 4 ) 

In sunset 

I see my father praying and tearful. 
How bitter are the tears of the defeated! 

( 5 ) 

I said: father... 

He was tired but said: 
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My son, 

Didn’t you hear of Arkoob the temporizer? 
My son, 

Your uncle has got bewitching luster 
Be on your guard, my sons 
It may be sins. 

( 6 ) 

Days came and went and my father was 
fading fast. 

I said: O Jacob 
His last words were: 

Be one 
Be one hand 
One knife 
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Make your spears one 
Your hearts one 
Your path one 
The roads will snake 
Adversities will come in flocks. 

( 7 ) 

During the harvest, my uncle came claiming 
the grain 

«Impossible,» we said 

And soon, men lined with spears 

We all saw what we were fated to see. 
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A Reading in Expatriate Alphabets 


You come despite the suicide of hope 
On the lip of illusion 
Before sunrise 

Because you are the symbol of sunrise 
You come while despair 
In its tyranny.. 

Tears our feeble carnages.. 

Burns our present moment.. 

You come though Autumn is in its prime 
Despite the victory of pain 
You come at a moment of 
Astonishment.. 

And you water the yellowness of this 
withering 
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You come after alienation 
That is no more.. 

So, purity devours 
These seasons.. 

On you they heaped the dust of 
Loss 

And wrapped you in a negligence of 
winding-sheet 

You came from wakefulness to our sleep 
So, the glow of rottenness departs us 
You walk on the plains of 
Years 

You go into the tunnel of passers-by.. 
Long time passes.. 

And you still absent.. 
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Suffering.. 

The waves in the sea of cares.. 

The waves wrestle you 

Loss and dark alienation wrestle you.. 

The swimming wave pulls you 

This huge black 

Tries to dissolve 

Your eternal light.. 

In the sun of darkness.. 

You come. 

With light in one hand., watering hope 
And with the other.. 

You grasp 

The ember of truth 

Till the end of time... 
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More Arabian 


And despite the quiet scene.. 

And the void bouquets on faces that saw not 
the scene.. 

He hurriedly hid.. 

Behind a chair 

To kneel down in worship 

How pious the clerk is!! 

Just like the technical staff 
And that security guard 
Does not know if he guards 
An art house or a temple. 


Ill 
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Speaking of the guard, 

A poet once satirically wrote 
That their darkness is pitchy 
That their women 
Kiss the hands of molesters 
And that they are like a throne 
With nobody on 

Instantly they raised the dust of wrath, 
Roared as they did 
In sullen times of heedlessness 
Thus, the poet was made the guard 

A taintless yellow pavement 
A still charming night 
A handsome luxurious palace 
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A girl at the street corner 
In half a skirt.. 

Half a shy smile 
Fearing the assault of.. 

The shouts of the well-known merchant 
Familiar merchant shouts 
Wealthy merchant shouts 
Speaking of the security guard. 

He was said to be idolater 

Again they raised the dust of wrath 

And roared as they did 

In the national Heedlessness Day 

And the guard was sold without fair auction. 

«|« »;» »t/ 

'!? 
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I forgot to go back to the scene: 

In your opinion, clerk,.. 

When the star kneeled.. 

Behind the cinema seats.. 

To grope her naked leg.. 

Was he hurriedly groping our naked legs.. 
To go and kneel in worship? 

I know not indeed.. 

If this is the art house., or a temple.. 
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Bank Statement 


How miraculous you are, your Majesty! 
All mounts become equal at your gates 
Harun was not raving 
Here are your silenced subjects 
Transferring their tears as clouds 
Only to become 
With the might of God 
A zero in your balance. 
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Perfume’s Shade 


O her eye! 

From yesterday’s songs 
I still have 
A tune on my lips 
I still remember 

How we civilized life with a kiss 
And I dwelled in my infatuation 
And you cross my question 
Is there a return? 

O her eyebrows! 

O the tale of my burning! 

As I mutter 

At the beginning of the parting night 
Why does misery accompany my heart? 
And when will your perfumes shade me 
again? 
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And how could I meet you 
In the street of good luck 
And revive the story of a smile 
That used to translate 
What we felt before our embrace? 

O her upper eyelash 
I am dying 
For a night 

When you seduced my wits 
And imprisoned me till the morning 
O her perfume 
I now believe 

That you are the last thing 
In my life 
To die. 
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Her Reflection in Water 


Nothing 

Allures me to stay 

No poems 

No belles 

No longer I and 

My fair girl and the full moon 

Weaves her dream 

And sells the memory of our meeting 
As fertility seasons 
With no shades 
And I am here 

While the doves of my bitter desolation 
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In my boyhood 

Went against fear 

Leaving the path 

Heading for wishes 

That stripped of love’s fortunes 

And split with me 

Waiting pain 

Nothing derides mirrors 

That loaded my face with withering 

Betrayed the memory 

And divested the little drowsiness I had 

O her reflection in water 

In the extreme of my fascination 

Give me back my life 
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Since the mornings of paper 
Afflicted me with departure, 

My beating heart is troubled 
And the most precious thing I have 
Is weeping. 
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Without a Memory 


Without a memory 
Sparrows live 

Grow., sing., with no memory 
Travel in the sky of their Creator 
Carrying seeds carrying their voices, 
sing for the hungry and for lovers 
Weep for all sad people 
Give them a moment of faith 
Tell them that tears are 
Purification for orphans 
Wheat for the bereaved 
And a lily for the hungry. 

My homeland sparrows have no memory 
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And the ancient horse path ends where it 
begins 

Sparrows of our times., are gagged with 
knives 

Which they swallow dry 
Not waiting even for a while 
Not waiting for some honest divulgence 
Not waiting for the return of a hoopoe 
Carrying some words and some longing 
O Bird! 

Sing despite the wounds that scourge the 
heart 

Make it tyrant... sad 
O Bird! 

Unleash for your eyes this space... unleash 
For your heart this sky.... Unleash 
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For people’s memory what people know 
What people do not know... unleash 
Come forward and deliver an orphan speech 
Deliver greetings from your tender world 
Shoot us with a mercy bullet 
As such a life is too much for us 
Life is too much for us 
O Bird!... We have no memory. 

We need more than one death 
With death stab our hearts 
And our waists 

O bird!... We have no memory 
Shoot us with mercy wheat spikes 
A mercy bullet 

On our tombs, plant jasmine and thorn 
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If it is hard to find thorn 
Leave us unburied 

Maybe thorns grow out of our hearts 

Maybe our souls come back 

Then, we will go out seeking a memory 

Seeking new letters for writing 

Seeking our ragged alphabets 

O Bird!.. We have no memory 

So tell the orphans 

Tell the bereaved 

Tell the ancient horses 

Tell the knives 

Tell the daggers 

Tell the new language 

That I - just like you - 
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Carry the wound 

Make it a mole on my heart 

An inscription on my liver 

Tell them that I 

Just like you all 

Just like you 

Have no memory. 
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Mistaken Identity 


The wind has got wings to fly with 
Around it I have only remoteness 
If you hear its howling 
It is I who runs 
So take my shirt 

My father is not blind to cast it on his face 
And there is nobody in Egypt 
These are my keys 

On the limbs of an ant lightly carrying its 
load 

While I am a burden for my homeland 
My blood is palm trees 
Yet I am drowned in the maze 
Looking for a place to grow loaves 
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And a heaven for water 
Two nothings far from my thirst 
Neither did the sullenness of the tale dry in 
my mud 

Nor did the Yemenis wet the smell of 
dryness 

As if a mistake scrutinized by narrators 
Turned out to be mine.. 

My father was about to offer me in sacrifice 

But he did not see a knife 

O, my fellows! There is no cave 

So, go about under the ceiling of God 

This is a hoopoe listening to my riding 

camel 

And my staff is a bracelet in the direction of 
the wind 


149 


oLijJl 

Jjj ^ oi<j 
4 jIj jJl -Oils' 4 jI Ji L»j 
J^- ^Jz l _^-*- a "■^'H J*-^ 

e-Ljl 4j -j (_Jji ojl>t>JI 


j^/2j Loj j3 


ls* c J ^' ^'-v S* -?' 

^Vpj'b/I 4 ..ig>- iJbo- *)li 

^>tUl -J j*** -3 
o j^jC J ISsls 43 ji t_ >J^li 


'j-'J (jd-^' (j^J lJ tiUa^ JjJ 


150 


But the informers bit my legs 

So I sought refuge from my language 

In what the tale’s sibyl read 

I did not find meaning to delve into 

tomorrow 

So leave the stones on water surface 
Do not feel sad for them 
As you may long 

Or perhaps they are the time for soul’s 

division in their mirror 

So let not your eyes be seduced 

By the sin of the forthcomers 

This is your abysmal sea 

Build a ship so that we may cross it 

Perhaps my stick is in the saddlebag of 

those who threw my brother into the well 
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Or the wolf devoured it 

Why do I shout at my friend for help and 

escape to him 

And he runs to me 

Neither does the distance between our 
deaths 

Reach salvation 

Nor is my blood a provision for the road’s 
mouth 

Perhaps my face cannot see a resemblance 
worthy of his death 

Some intuition tells me of what in the hand 

of my fortuneteller 

I feel its voice hidden in me 

Nothing resembles me 

Not even my face in the mirror 
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I transcended carried by the Cross 
Actually 

And my mother’s trunk still shakes behind 
me 

So I drop 

God’s winged Boraq does not take me up 
Neither does remorse 
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Ali Ghurmullah 
Al-Dumaini Al-Ghamdi 



• A modernist poet, reformer, and political activist. 

• Born in 1948 in Almahdarah, a village in Al-Baha. 

• Graduated in King Fahd University of Petroleum and Minerals. 

• Published many poetry books: 

- The winds of Locations, 1987. 

- The Blankness of Times, 1994. 

- With Her Wings She Rings The Window Bells, 1999. 

- Just like We Open the Door, 2008. 

• Published a novel entitled «The Grey Cloud» 1998. 

• In the early eighties, he established The New Text, an avant-garde 
periodical focusing on modernist texts and experiments. 


157 




4 ^-^ ^ <, 

o e- 

^ j I 




jlil % 




W-^' < vV' i i j 
. juryi 



Memory 


In the memory of the dead, 

A chair for mercy 
Perhaps two. 

In the memory of those on life 
Cities made of lashes 
And earless bearded men. 

But, in my memory, when I cleanse it of me, 
Both are the same. 
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Doves Retirement 


That night 

I was not mysterious in the coffee cups 
I was not a stone in the bed. 

I was reading doves silence in the palm of 
my hand. 

Why do you - untimely - pension their 
ecstasy? 


And a Camel for the Drunken 

At the backstreet, 

I was faced by a camel smelling an Arfaj 
flower, 

Roaming roads, devouring the remnants of 
people. 
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A Painting 


In the first chapter of the book of colours, 
Two women budded on the branches of the 
painting 
The first said: 

Whenever I see the leaves of naked trees, 

A green shadow leafs in my memory. 
Would you draw me? 

The second said: 

When I look at the clock in the square, his 
white date arrives before the bus. 

Would you draw us? 

I said: Lady, (pointing to the first) 
Whenever I see the steps of a woman at 
street, 

To my mind comes the charm of a black 
lash carried by some neighbors! 
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Archive 


Just like in death 

When I go abroad, the mercy 

Of archive and anniversaries abounds 

And my photos cover 

The shade of newspapers. 
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Ali Mohamad AIRubaa’i. 


4 


• Born in Al-Baha in 1965. 

• Graduated in Umm Al-Qura University in 1408 H . 

• Received PhD in Law and Jurisprudence from Al-Zaytoonah 
University, Tunisia. 

• Works as a manager of Okaz Newspaper office in Al-Baha. 

• Published two books of poetry and one collection of short stories: 

- Let None of You Turn Round, (poetry) 2006. 

- Green Finger-tips, (poetry) 2011. 

- Hush! (short stories) 2007. 

• Published four non-literary books, including: 

- Conflicting Currents in Saudi Arabia. 

- Awakening from Islamic Perspective. 
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Sondos 


Whenever I get down to write., your image hovers among 
the horses of speech... stirs elegance to avenge herself on 
herself... dims all faces... frames me with dewy words., prances 
alone in the place... Then, all streets escape their passers... the 
flowers in passages get drunk..controversy rises in both side- 
s...Then, I strangle my woe on your bosom and light all 
sanctities a sleepless hearth...and give myself the right to pick 
up noon stars until candles moan and darkness cries...Whenever 
your steps tickle my scars, fruits fall down on their branch,., 
sands sway under our feet,., my heart overflows with the long¬ 
ing of clouds; then I throw my raving heart among the offerings: 
this slave I offer in ransom of your eyes... When was this 
morning worthy of your awakening, and when was worthy of 
your soles this marble? 
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A Gasp 


For my soul’s gasp, prepare..delusion palm trees., and., 
palm trees shade / For the bosom of feelings, prepare two wings 
of charm and cooing / Build us a balcony in a dream.. Pour on 
us a vein perfumed with cardamom and ginger /And rend my 
shirt from front.. Wake the tears around the blind’s sleep.. 
Dispense images in the open space of mirrors.. Set free, as far as 
possible, the reins of whining / Curse misery in every sigh and 
agitation.. And stab with your sparkling front teeth my glass 
craving.. Concede water’s tendency to the flower of the country¬ 
side.. Lie down in verse lines like a rhyme / Rub the grass of my 
carpet... with the blaze of doubt in your hands... Then tie the 
robe of the impossible to the stake of dream. 
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Ghurmullah Al-Suqai'i 



• Ghurmullah Hamdan Al-Suqai’i Al-Gamdi. 

• Born in Al-Baha in 1961. 

• Graduated in Umm Al-Qura University. 

• Worked as a teacher of Physical Education. 

• A member of many literary clubs. 

• Participated in many poetry events in K.S.A and abroad. 

• His poems and essays appeared in many periodicals and news¬ 
papers. 

• Published two poetry books: 

- No Compulsion in Love. 2012. 

- Their Seduction I Seek. 2014. 

• Wrote a book entitled «Lust for Speech: Bedouin Mentality and 
Cultural Desertification» In press. 
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Please Give Me a Hand 


Walking on fire 
On water 
The steps are lazy 
The staring eyes 
With no guide 
Are a desert 
With no refuge. 

Our favourite abode 
Is a cloud choked with its tears 
Resigned itself to the wind 
And outpoured on a barren valley 
And on a mist palace. 
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Whether you keep your soul in its 
meditation 

Or you leave with those escaping to silence 
It is the same. 

Now help me 

As in our alienation 

We gathered all signs of travel 

Travel to the unknown guarded by minds 

Travel to the known sought by hearts 

Long travel in the mazes of boggling from 

the fugitive to the banished. 

Nothing remains 

If the truthful avert their ears 

And you keep lavishing reproof on me. 
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The horizon is a desert labyrinth... hearts 
companioned by greed 
Life is inexhaustible, 

If we tattoo its morning with love 
Share the flame of confession with its noon 
At sunset, panic will not stop death. 

The industrious 

Nations that furnish their dawn with wishes 
The sun is their promise 
The land of their growth, their prayers 
And their earnest endeavor everywhere. 

The dream will not come true 

As long as it fears the moods of imagination 

And shuns a dawn whose bushes are hope. 
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Now help me 

To draw our lives a mythical joy 
And write 

On the wings of immortality 

That the sky is ours 

And this land reaps us 

And we are capable of surviving and 

building. 

Lull your years 

Commit a sin for someone else 
And from your glowing years 
Steal a chance to be what you wish 
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Now help me 

Let’s pick flowers from the stars necks 

Let’s shape the world with our dance 

Milk the clouds 

Tell the forthcomers that 

We never left our forts 

We never heeded the pains of exiles and 

woes. 

For God’s sake, help me 

Let’s overreach the stars 

This is a sleeping nation 

Its tombs monopolize leadership and the 

reins. 
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Land Argumentation 


On your way 
Do not look 
So far ahead 
Just ahead 

Your feet are looking for a safe place 
And the land cares not for those who passed 
For long it remembers those who made 
gardens and factories 
Those who bought and sold 
Plant your faith in the turns of its eyes 
Pour your soul’s perfume in its singing 
And argue with it 

The land is ploughed by argumentation 
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Know your path 

Let not the workings of the dust impede you 
from glory 

The sun rises only to see you 

You rise when you become her example of 

survival 

Do not wait 

Watch for your steps 

Look! Those who hastened victory 

Were buried there 

Victory 

Is patience 

Be patient 

All farms are growing... yet at harvesting 
day the difference appears. 
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Fatema Al-Ghamdi 


• Fatema Saa’d Al-Ghamdi. 

• Works as a teacher in the Ministry of Education. 

• Published some essays in Albilad Newspaper. 

• Published many essays and short stories in some electronic news¬ 
papers. 

• Participated in many cultural events and poetry festivals. 

• Published two books: 

- Sun of Waiting, (a poetry book), in press. 

- My Grandmother and I, (a novel) 1434 H . 
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Angry with You Tonight 


Cherry Pieces 
I squeezed upon 
Your lips 
Foolish yearning 
A strange time 
Brought about 
A crone 

Who tempts you 
For night dates 
Bears the burden 
Of Joseph’s wolf 
And claims that 

You read. 

By.Fm angry 
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With you tonight 

/ 

/ 

No, I won’t allow you 
To arrange me 
I will devour 
Chocolate 
Sip my dolor 

And go to bed unattended 

I will chatter with my cat 

And with the homeless 

I will give a gypsy woman some coins 

To play her tambourine 

To dance with her goat 

And shake hands with me 


193 


... itajJ jj:> 

j^ 

dLaj ^ 

oli 

4jL 


194 


Away from your handcuffs 
I will smear my fingers 
With the cherry juice 
I spilt before you 
Once upon 
A foolish yearning 


195 


SjOLuaJt 


p-UJlj 

ol^oJl j 


8 jlg.-.-oJlj 

iJ 4 _ JsjCj* j 
i_iLijJl JjjJI j 


0 

^ap| JjL-jj 
C-Lv~0~ji 0 ^ ■ “ ) 


C. la 3. * Aj<^ij 


l_S ^la^l Jjj3 



Jd oJjU 

dLip L 5 l 4 fJ 


196 





Valuable Are my Little Things 


The paper scrap 
The pen 

The pencil sharpener 
The ruler 
Your ashtray 
The blotting paper 
The ink bottle 

Letters I wrote for the evening 

A tear that fell 

On my lines 

And a scattered word 

I still remember all 

My yearning for you 
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Your astonishment once upon craziness 
And my hidden laughter 
Do you remember when you promised 
That roses will grow in the palm of my 
hand? 

At that time I slept 

On the window 

When the morning awaked 

My hand was flowery 

Your little things are of value 

Your red roses 

Your golden pen 

And... and a song that used to shade us 
And all your little things 
Are of value 
For me. 
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Faisal Al-Ghamdi 



• Faisal Ahmed Al-Ghamdi. 

• Born In Makkah, 1967. 

• Grew up in Masab, a village in Al-Baha. 

• Received a Liscence in Administration from King Abdul Aziz 
University, 14011 H . 

• Works for the Ministry of Education. 

• Published many poems and short stories in local periodicals. 

• Published a book of poems entitled (The Mellowed Firebrand) 
2012; and his other book (Quest) is in press. 
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A Farewell Hymn 


«Farewell,» she said 

Soon I awoke to find that 

The horizon is desolate, and the wind of illusion 

blasts every door 

And the city a few stones and some dust 
And my clothes a fire thread holding a fire 
thread 

And the night a predator with one hellish eye 
The other eye is from torment 
In my heart slept some eyes 
Other eyes took inspiration from me 
And my beloved’s face, 

Like a cloud that passed upon my lip, 

Turned me into a mirage looking for a mirage 
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Stoned with a Star 


The tribute of her soul is mine, and I drank 
from her glass 

All she beholds in the horizon is water, and 
the uniqueness of insights, horses and 
fields 

She passes me the desire of clouds with a 
hand vied by braids, with a quintal of a 
smile loaded with women and ivory 
She chants the glass, blending the night 
with the poem, and drunkenness with 
sleepless nights 

I sit stoned with a star 

She hands me my coffee and takes away my 

perplexity. 


205 





eJL^AflJl La 
! *LJl y 
Tj^p y dials’ ^y 
V^k*P y Ijl 

y\ 

<U>jU <2JjIS' (_£y 


206 



A Prayer 


This poem has its rib 
In water! 

Pass as if you were in prayer 
I am in an endless prayer 
I always pass 
Pass as if you were asleep 
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Mohamad Al-Dumaini 



• Mohamad Ghurmullah Al-Dumaini Al-Ghamdi. 

• Born in Al-Baha in 1958. 

• Graduated in Al-Imam university in 1980. 

• Worked as a cultural editor in Alyoum newspaper for 8 years. 

• Presently an editor in Al-Qafilah magazine published by Saudi 
Aramco. 

• His poems and essays were published in many Arabic newspapers. 

• Participated in many poetry readings and cultural events in KSA 
and abroad. 

• Published many poetry books: 

- Ruins of Merriment, 1989 

- Wheat Spikes in a Slope, 1994. 
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A Biography 


(1) 

I was born in the cuddle of a spring 
And here I am dripping from its cuddle 

( 2 ) 

Feet, guns, and spells 

Crowned me the elder boy of the house 

The archers guard the slope and the 

couches 

And I sip the disappointment of Caesars 
I did not awake 

from your only nightmare, mother 
I am 

A collapsing boy. 
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( 3 ) 

From these spears thrown into the 
imagination 

I domesticated my deer and stuck my 
dreams on the horizons 
My dreams rumble, clap, thunder 
And furnish a tent for my praise 
I do not set traps for my subjects 
Nor arm my soldiers 
Allah 

Is capable of 
This farce! 
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A Return 


That setting sun 

My father left there, up the slope 

For us to play with 

But it will set 

And fall into the sea 

Before our feet reach it 

And tomorrow 

It will not rise 

Because the angry father 

- as we left it - 

Threw it 

To his cows as forage. 
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An Aged Sun 


The sun grew extremely old 

It is no longer the companion of boyhood 

Nor the witness of love chased in corn fields 

It faded 

And drowned 

In the heights 

Leaving us vulgarity 

Loitering the street 

Like old jokes 

Told by 

The old seller of spices. 
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• Born in Abha in 1976. 

• B.A. in Arabic. 

• Took part in many poetry readings in several Arab Countries. 

• Editor of Itihad Literary Supplement since 2009. 

• Founder of Madad Literary Group 2005. 

• Published many poetry volumes: 

- Temporarily Under a Cloud. 2002 

- A Box Less than Loss. 2007 

- Walking with Half Happiness. 2008 

- Exactly as I Expected. 2009 
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Justice 


In a Southern village 
To crowds of universe elements, 

To farmers’ sweat, 

To women’s songs 
To carols and folk dances 
To each in turn 

The wind delivered its rhymed speech 
And slept in a mountain’s cavern 
Under the eyes of the villagers 
The wind had its morning coffee 
And committed suicide 
From the balcony of the sky. 
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Intertextuality 


There is a phenomenon in the desert: 

The ability to change shapes 
To become a fox or a crow...for instance 
To be filled with hot air 
That becomes pure thirst later 
However.., 

Someone remains unchanged 
Like a photograph 
Exactly as I saw you 
In the cactus 

The one you used to ask about its beauty 
Despite the painful thorns with the lovely 
shape. 
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A Poet 


O night visitor! 

Springs of light gush around you 
And sparrows fly 
From your falling leaves. 


A City 

This city is sick 
No poets 
No devils 
No women 
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Brave 


Would you please lend me 

This cowardice when they declare war 

Please, for I am brave. 
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Mohamad Mohsen Al-Ghamdi 



• Mohamad Mohsen Breik Al-Ghamdi. 

• Born in Taif in 1952. 

• Graduated in King Abdul Aziz University, department of History 
in 1400 H 

• A member of Taif Literary Club. 

• Published his poems in many newspapers and periodicals in KSA 
and abroad. 

• Published one book of poetry entitled (Walking on Pens) 1430 H . 

• Published two novels: Masters’ Backyard. 2011; and Tabasco 
Flowers, 1434 H . 
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That Dream 


I saw myself drinking mellowed tea 
Words fly over me like pigeon flocks 
I had two cigarettes and one rhyme 
So, I got into the mood heading towards 
words in prose and rhymed verse 
Derided my worries 
Recovered from my sleeplessness 
And put my illusions in a kite 
Peacefully hovering around the garden 
And swinging like breeze among flowers 
and the night dispersed in pots 
I wished I could fly like a ballet dancer 
among clouds 

Or I had a path into the radiance of mirrors 
Then I would adjust my first eyeglasses 
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Pour my silence on water 

Walk from a country to another with the 

glow of the daisy 

And the deer under my eyelashes 

I started with preparing myself and went 

into crowdedness 

But in me I found a stranger 

So I took a rhyme and wrote: O my dream! 

I saw myself with a shadow following 

I wondered who...? Whose shadow is this? 

Does it not shake or perish? 

Who is that walking? 

I entered the oak timber 

Let the stranger interpret the vision and 

greeted the place 

He said: come out from echoes to words 
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Or let words leave and meanings remain 
with me 

I saw myself learn listening to the present 
verb 

Commas are a rose I pick for the noun 
And claim that it is for my beloved 
Such poetry used to come down in April 
Whenever we are in the cafe or the nightclub 
And the alphabet used to accept it 
I saw the earth a mythical dictionary 
Flying over classroom desks 
So I leaned over it to forget 
And dream that I am someone else. 
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Mesfir Al-Ghamdi 



• Mesfir Saleh Al-Ghamdi 

• Born in Al-Baha in 1967. 

• Graduated in King Abdul Aziz University in 1990. 

• Works as a teacher of Arabic. 

• His poems and essays appeared in many newspapers. 

• Took part in many poetry readings. 

• Published a poetry book entitled «A While from Light» in 2003. 
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The Well 


I was too young 

To tell the difference between the well and 
the road 

My father fixed a pulley in the window 
Made a small bucket out of a pineapple can 
Tied it with a rope and said: this is your 
well! 

Whenever I hear a woman bearing down 
leaves for her sheep 

A frightened boy calling for his mother who 
hid behind trees 

A heedless girl singing for butterflies 
A man on his way to the mosque absorbed 
in praise of Allah 

An old man in a hurry urging his slow 
donkey to walk 
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I lower the bucket to the bottom of the road 
Scoop many faces I do not see 
Many words I do not understand clearly 
Lift these 

And pour them into a carton box beside me 

When light dries in the road 

And my bucket can no longer hunt in the 

darkness 

I turn the carton box upside down 

So sounds and faces fly 

And I chase them from a room to another 

From a dream to another till I fall asleep 

I was so young then. 

And my father was still capable of miracles. 
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Writing 


I am not sure 

If I will erase the words 

To rewrite them?!! 

If I will erase the words 
Not to rewrite them?!!! 

But I am sure that 
The wind 

... Will fill the village trees with sadness 
Till the last of these yellow leaves!! 

I am sure also 
...That the trees 
Will not keep leafless... 

As long as they are in the memory of rain!! 


243 






. jJi . 5 • 

^yJJ^XjO . AP-Ul A^oL>- <u!^J ^jJb>o)/l t^oVl JlplwJ .sll^l • 

. Jl 3U aa^jL>- c—< uLSsj c—oVl 

. 2006j»Ip Sy^UJl 4 jcoL>- ^*2L!I ^3 olj^iSjJl ^Jip J**4> • 

• jaJI <_oVI ^u>j>- ^i) • 

*/?)\y c 1 ^pL<»*AJ oI^ c c.5^1 c£dJl ^L»^i01 x_^vo 

. 2010 ^Lp ^JLdJ aJ^w\JI ^-*** j ~* i ^p 

<? 

i (^-ULiJl J^LflJi wL-P i^olS\AJ A-w^Lyg-i APj^oJ>t>J t(jLw%o| J^P b>cj — 

.2015 ^Ip j^UJI 


gadsuez71 @yahoo.com 




Translator 



• Ahmed Ahmed Gad El-Rab. 

• Presently assistant professor of English literature, Al-Baha 
University. Teacher of English Literature, Suez Canal Uni¬ 
versity. 

• PhD in English poetry, Cairo University, 2006. 

• Interested in Translating Arabic literature into English. He 
translated: 

From the Song of Songs Which is to Samar, poems by 
Ayman Sadik, Horus International Publishing, 2010. 

In Search of a Human, very short stories by Abdulk- 
ader Safar Alghamdi, 2015. 

• Contact the translator: gadsuez71@yahoo.com 
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